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Stafford: Three Poems

NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY REVIEW
T H R E E· POE M S

Isaiah, '46
The people who tried to walk.
on the watered stock
have drovmed in the world.
They have gone down in some cave
under the lava.
They sank past the newsstands
and the lecturers;
and past the friends who
wondered a little now and then;
and they let the straw clerks in the stores go by
without clutching them.
The people who turned electric fans
on the salt of their brow"
have fallen down.
They. suffered the little children
.to work for them.
They built a big needle's eye
made out of churches;
and th~re die acrobatic camels knelt down.
(They can go six days without milk,
but on the seventh, they drown.)
They. walked past the big red sign,
and the last comer where the singing was.
They got in the big cars and said "Home:·
And were drowned.

o bscrvation
Bending over, watching them quietly:-They walk seriously and try to ao things right.
They fit keys into locks on the second or third try.
~
They drive carefully., backing, and killing the engine, and trying again.
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They hold napkins beneath their glasses.
They speak often and then go back saying "I mean.
They go feeling, fumbling forward into the days.

. . ."

But they never go back and start over on the big things.
They never know they have fumbled" life.
The whole ship and tenement of their lives
moves on like the sun.

Buzzards Over Arkansas
~

Three sombre wheeling chips tan.talize a vortex
invisible above, a continent of pine cliffs
" and brush canyons.
Casual denim-tiger, the man walks a far lane
toward casual supper.
Hog liver? Squirrel? The body of a soft rabbit?
Far down in a gulf pf thought spins Arkansas.
The sun goes down. The fur soulld of winter
stifles the .hurt mind.
BILL STAFFORD

WE WHO HAVE HATED
We who have hated for this murdered while
Can breathe the same air now, and meet and -smile.
•

Like sick men, each assisting each to stand,
Feebleness offers feebleness its hand.
And if our words are frailer than our touch
We speak with tongues that spoke too soon and much.

.

Now in the fewness of our words are said
The tidings of the risen from the dead.
CHAD WALSH
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